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Bleſſings of Peace. 


Tune---Social Powers, 


"COME, come my lads, the war is o'er, 

The ſhips all off are paying; | 

Sheets, cables, haulyards, us'd no more, 
Are up in ord'n'ry laying. 
The fearful dangers of the main, 
Sire way to bowls and glaſſes, 

Aud jolly ſailors once again, 

Are ſporting with their laſſes, 


The boatſwain who ſo ſhrilly pipes, 
No longer are we hearing ; 
In dock he toſſes of the ſwipes, 

At landiord hoarſly ſwearing, 
The bottle wars not, nor the maio, 
Except when ofer our glaſſes : 
We count our dangers once again, CE: 
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To pleaſe our pretty laſſes. * 
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Come then, my hearts—we've prov'd in war: 
We dare meet ev*ry trial; | : 
In peace, by our deameanour fair, 
Let's ſhew we're ſubjects loyal: | 
And when the duties of the main 
Demand us from our glaſſes, 'S 
We ll figh as we prepare again 1460 
To leave our pretty laſſes. 
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FOWLER, PRINTER, SALISBURY, 
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